
ThemoH lamentable T rage die 

Harke ye, your Romeo will be hearc at ni^ht, 

He to him, be is hid at Lawrence Cell. 

la* O find him, giue this Rittg to my true Knight' ‘ 
And bid him come, to take his lalt farewell. 5 * 

Enter Frier and Romeo,' ^ 

dff Homes come forth, come forth thou fcarfttll man" 
Affliction is enamord of thy partsj 
And thou art wedded to calamitie. 

Ro. Father what nevvesfwhatis the Princes doomc? 
What forrow craues acquaintance atmy hand, 

Thatl yet know not? 

Fri. Too familiar 

Is my deare forme with fuch fo wre company; 

I bring thee tidings of the princes doome. 

Ro, What lefTc then doomefday is the Princes doome; 
Frt. A gentler judgement vamllit from his lips. 

Not bodies death, but bodies baniihment, 

Ro. Ha, banifiiment;bemercifull, fay death: 

For exile hath more terror in his looke. 

Much more then death, do not fay banilhment, 

Fri. Here from Verona art thou banillied: 

Be patient, for theworldis broadand wide, 

Ro. Thci'eisno world without&Vrw^walles, 

But purgatorie,torture,bell it felfe: 

Hence banillied, is banithtfrem the world. 

And worlasexileis death, Then banillied. 

Is death, miftearmd,calling death banifhed. 

Thou cutfl my head off with a golden Axe, 

And fmileft vpon theftroke that murders me. 

Fri. O deadly lin,0 rude vnthankcfulnelTc, 

Thy fait our law calles death ,but the kind Prince 
Taking thy part , hath r iifit afide the law. 

And turnd that blacke word death to banilliment. 

This 


of ^omeo and Iuliet. 

This is deare inercy,and thou feeft it not.’ 

Ro Tis torture andnotmercy, heauenis here 
Where Iuliet Hues and euery cat and dog, jj 

And little moufe,euery vnworthy thing 
Liue hereinheauenandmay looke on her. 

Bin Romeo may not . More validme. 

More honourable Rate, more courtlhip lines 
In carrion flies, then Romeo: they may feaze 
On the white wonder of deare lnhets hand, 
Audftealeimmortallblellingfromher lips. 

Who euen in pure and veftall modeftie 
Still blulh,as thinking their owne kilfes fin. 

This may flies doe, when I from this mutt flie, 

Andfaift thou yet.that exileisnot death? 

Butflwwomay not,heeis banillied. 

Flies may doe this, but I from this muft flie: 

They are freemen , but I am banifhed, 

Hadll thou no poy fonmixt no fliarp ground knife. 

No fudden meane of death,though ncre fo meane. 

But banifhed to kill me: Banifhed; 

0 Frier, the damned vfe that word in hell; 

Howling attends it, how haftthouthcheare 
Being a Diuine,a ghoftly confeiTor, 

A fin obfoluer,and my friend profeft, 

To mangle me with that word banillied; 

Fri, Then fond mad man,heare me a little fpeake, 

Ro. O thou wilt fpeake againe of banilliment, 

Frt, lie giue thee armour to keepe off that word, 
Aduerfities fweete milke,Philofophie, 

1 o comfort thee though thou art banillied.. 

Ho. Yet bani(lied;hang vp Philofophie, 

V nlelleHiilofophie can make a lultet, 

D lip lant a towne,reuerle a P rinces dooms. 

It helpesnot ,it preuailes nor, talke no more,’ 
it ^ fe^hatmadmen haue no cares. 

Ro, Iiovviliouidthey,whenwifcmcnhaue no eyes, 

Fri. Leg 
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